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home, which was insufficiently cool to prevent several

victims of the tropics being sewn up in green canvas

bags, weighted down with stones, and slipped out from

a lower deck to fall with a little splash into the smooth

sea.

XXXIV

In London I reported at the various Ministries and
Offices concerned with my plan, to functionaries who
seemed more interested in gossip than action. However,
an invitation to Chequers for the week-end gave me the
chance to tell my story.

"On the occasions/' said Churchill, "when I con-
sider the obstructions of bureaucracy, I sometimes
stand amazed that ever a single fighting man reaches
the front with a rifle and ammunition at the right place
and time/'

I still had not realized my weakness. But on Sunday
at Chequers I collapsed, to my intense embarrassment
Details of illness either bore one or make one sick, so I
will dismiss two years in a few lines relevant to my
story.

Now that I was in familiar surroundings I discovered
complete gaps in my memory. Often one piece of the
jig-saw brought back the whole pattern of events. Dur-
ing the second act of a play, for instance, the scene
appeared curiously familiar. Then I felt a curious
stirring in my head, and a rapid excitement as my
memory cut into the present, and I remembered the